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upon bread and the other upon a flower ? "
Once again Khwajah turned his gaze nostalgi-
cally towards Omar's petal-covered tomb.
"He who loyed roses/' he whispered reverently.
"It was an obsession with him.   Listen to this.
tale, my friends------"
*                  *                  *
"!T was the occasion of the marriage at Shiraz
of Yasmin, the eldest daughter of Nizam al Mulk,
Grand Vizier at the Court of Malik Shah. The
season was late spring, meet time for an espousal,,
my friends, for the nightingales were in song again
and the water-courses gay with flowerlets of a,
myriad colours.
I accompanied my teacher, Omar, to the wedding,
where he was appointed by his schoolfriend Nizam
al Mulk as chief bard at the ceremonies. Many
Mithkals of gold he received for his services, but
Omar was never a mercenary fellow and he bestow-
ed his rewards bounteously amongst the indigent
hordes of Shiraz.
"I was privileged to share with him the most
splendid quarters in the Grand Vizyr's residence..
For several nights before the wedding Omar worked
frenziedly at the nuptial ode. His austere, worthy
countenance was suffused with the gravity of
inspiration ; it was a labour of love to him and our
surroundings were propitious from every point of
view. A divan on a balcony, milkwhite in the
moonlight, a bowl of superb roses beside us, the
fcreeze soughing gently through the poplars, and
the nightingales------ I trust I 'do not bore thee*.